MAIDEN CASTLE

and a woman let them into the hall, which was dark
and smelt of sheep; Martius burst into a fit of giggles
because he had found a great fat ewe panting in one
corner behind a pile of sacks, and by and bye she
floundered up and burst out of the house behind
them. 'I suppose the Chiefs got wool on him too!'
he said, but his father shut him up sharply, because
one never knew nowadays whether the natives
couldn't understand Latin.

The woman beckoned them on into another room
of the house with a brick floor and woven stuff on the
walls. The Chief was standing here, turning a little
away from them with his hands twisted together. He
wore sheepskin breeches and coat, not even a pretence
at a toga. He kept in the farthest and darkest part
of the room; there were bundles of tallies piled high
against the walls everywhere. Petellius spoke in
British to him, very slowly and soothingly, asking
for leave to look at his fine town. But unexpectedly
the man shook his head. Petellius, as surprised as he
looked, urged with some force that the Chief should
reconsider his decision, suggested that in return he
should come to Dorchester one day, hinted that it
was impolitic, and found in his own mind that the
first mild curiosity about Dunium was turning to
suspicion. But Festydd the Briton backed away from
him, frowning, and suddenly said: 'I shall call the
dogs!'

The two Romans glanced at one another and
the boy behind quivered from his toes up with
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